FEET OF CLAY

looked after the cloakroom and sold the cigarettes; and it was still Army
Feret who was singing...

"How can these people," Simon wondered, "put on the same clothes
every day, go through the same motions, from adolescence to senile
debility, without ever achieving anything else, and without drowning
themselves?"

There were the bus-conductors, whom one met again after fifteen
years, still on the same route, punching the same tickets at the same
hours for the same travellers.

Simon felt a sort of metaphysical distress at the thought of this daily,
inexorable repetition of mediocrity.

He emptied his glass. He did not want to drink too much, but, all
the same, a little...

"And I'm still sitting here drinking just the same ..."
No! He was not the same. He had refused to teach the same Latin
grammar every morning, in the same classroom, and to go home to the
same fourth storey in the Rue Lhomond. "Lhomond .. . the De Viris
.. . it's odd..." And have the same meal face to face with Yvonne
looking just the same...

He had risen, he had succeeded, he had changed his job and his
women .. . He was among the happy people of the world, because he
was worthy of it... He had succeeded in getting the Fine Arts budget
votetl... "The artistic patrimony of France ..."

He was on the verge of judging himself and being disgusted with
himself.

He understood why the wind of revolution blows through nations
and why sometimes even wars are accepted with joy, because too many
men are tired of turning the same millstone, day in day out, and one
day their bored hearts burst...

But why, since he, Simon, had refused, not only to make the boys
repeat the De Viris every morning, but, long before that, in his child-
hood, to lead the same cow to the drinking-trough and take the same
manure to the fields, why had he not taken his place among those who
rebel, instead of hoisting himself on his own, by his own clever hands,
into the best seats at the banquet?

There are certain causes which make one feel like a traitor by the
mere fact of not having adopted them. And this feeling can sometimes
lace the best drinks with intolerable bitterness.
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As soon as Anny Feret had finished her turn, she rushed to Simon's
table.

"Oh, Lachaume!  What a surprise!" she cried.   "How glad I am
to see you!  But now you've become a famous man; youVe got a
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